
The troublejome c Rajgne 

What windc of honour blowes this fury forrh ? 

Or whence preceedes thefe fumes of Maieftie t 
Methinkes I heare a hollow Eccho found, 

T hat Philip is the fonne vntoa King : 

The whittling leaues vponthe trembling trees, 
Whiftle in confort I am Richard: Tonne ; 

The bubling murmur of the waters fall. 

Records PhtHppu: Regiu: fJiks : 

Birds in their flight make muficke with their wings , 
Filling the air.e with glory of my birth : 
Birds.bubbks.leaues^and mountaines,Eccho,an 
Ring in mine eares,that I am Richard: fonne. 

Fond man ! ah whither art thou carried ? 

How are thy thoughts y wrapt in Honours Heauen? 
Forgetful! what thou art.and whence thou camft. 
Thy fathers lands cannot maintaine thefe thoughts, 
Thefe thoughts are farrc vnfitting Faucor bridge : 

And well they may ; for why this mounting minde 
Doth (bare too high to {loupe to Fauconbridge , 

Why how now ? knoweft thou where thou art ? 

And knoweft thou who expects thy anfwere here ? 
Wilt thou vpon a franticke madding vainc 
Goe look thy land, and (ay thy felfe bafe borne ? 
No.keepc rhy hnd,though Richard were thy Sire, 
What ere thou thinkft,fay thou art F auconbridge. . 
John. Speake man,be fodaine.wh© thy father was, 
Phil. Plcafe it your Maieftie, Sir Robert, 

‘Philip, that Fmconlmdge cleaues to thy iawes % 

It will not out, I cannot for my life . 

Say I am fonne vnto a Fauconbridge. 

Let land and liuing goe,tis honours fire 

That makes me-fweare King Richard was my Sire. . 

Bafe to a Kingaddes titles of more State, 

Than Knights begqtten,thOugh legitimate. . 

Pleafe it your Grace,Iam King Richard: Sonne.. 

Robert Robert, rcuiue thy hearr,let forrow die, 

His fakring tongue not fufifers him t© lie.. 
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of King f obn. 

What Head-ftrong fury doth enchant my fonne ? 

%hd. Philip cannot repent, for be hath donc. 

lob T hen Philip blame not me, thy felfe haft loft 
By wiifulnefle,thy liumgand rhy land 
•Robert , thou art theheire of Fauconbridge. 

God ciue thee ioy, greater than thy deferc. _ 

O EU. Why how now Phdp, giue away thine owne ? 
nil. Madam, I am bold to make my felfe your nephew. 
The pooreft kinfman that your Highnefle hath : 

And with this Prouerbe gin the world anew, 

Helpc hands, I haue no lands,Honor is my defire ; 
jjttPhihp liue to fhew him felfe worthy fo great a Sire. 

Sli. Philip, I thinke thou knewft thy Grandams minde: 
But cheere thee boy, I will not fee thee want 
Aslongas Elinor hath footeofland 5 
Henceforth thou flialc be taken for my fonne. 

And waite on me and on thy V ncle heere, 

Who (hall giue Honour to thy noble minde. 

. Ioh. Philip kneele downe , that thou maift throughly 
-How much thy refolution pleafeth vs, (know 

Rife vp Sir Richard Plant agiuet King Richard: Sonne, 

Phil. Grant Heauens that Philip once may fhew him- 
Worthy the honour of Plant aginet, (felfe 

Or bafeft glory of a Baftards name. 

lob. Now Gentlemen, we will away to Franco, 

To checke the pride of Arthur and his mates : 

Ejfex, thou flialt be Ruler of my Realme, 

And toward the maine charges of my warrea. 

He ceazethe lafie Abbey lubbers lands 
Into my hands to pay my men ofwarre. 

The Pope and Popelings ftiall not greafe themfelues 
With gold and groates,thatare the Souldiersduc. 

Thus forward Lords, let our command be done. 

And march we forward mightily to France. Exeunt. 

Manet Philip and hi: Mother. 

Philip. Madame,! bcfeech you deigne meefb much Iea- 
furc as the heariogof a matterthat I long to impart to yon 
B a Mother 



